


LA NIGHTS IS A HALF HOUR TWILIGHT ZONE-ESQUE ANTHOLOGY THAT CROSSES 1980S MOVIES AND TECHNOLOGY WITH 
MODERN STORYTELLING.

“WHEN THE SUN GOES DOWN, IT BECOMES ... L.A. NIGHTS!”

L.A. NIGHTS IS A LIVE-ACTION COMEDY ANTHOLOGY DRIPPING IN THE STYLE OF 1980S MOVIES. WHERE 
STRANGER THINGS AND DIMENSION 404 HAVE TESTED THE WATERS WITH THE RISING POPULARITY OF THE 1980S 
AESTHETIC, L.A. NIGHTS DRIVES A SPEEDBOAT AT FULL THROTTLE INTO ALL THE CHROME-LETTERED, LAZER-GRIDDED, 
VHS-FILTERED GLORY THAT IS THE 1980S. AND THAT SPEEDBOAT IS MIAMI VICE PINK.

L.A. NIGHTS L.A. NIGHTS DOES NOT FOCUS ON A SET GROUP OF CHARACTERS, BUT RATHER THE CITY OF LOS ANGELES ITSELF IN 
VARIOUS LOCATIONS, TIMES, AND STATES. BY DOING THIS, L.A. NIGHTS IS FREE TO EXPLORE DIFFERENT 80S GENRES 
FOR EACH SELF-CONTAINED EPISODE: A BLADE RUNNER CYBERPUNK NOIR, TEEN SEX ROMP, HEAVY-HANDED ALIEN SCI-FI, 
OVER-THE-TOP ACTION WITH A BODY COUNT IN THE HUNDREDS, AND CHEESY HORROR - ALL INJECTED WITH MODERN 
SENSIBILITIES. SOME OF THE TECHNIQUES USED TO ACHIEVE THAT 1980S FEEL ARE: BLOWING UP AN OBVIOUS MODEL OF A 
CAR, PASSING OFF BAD CGI AS GOOD, AND FILM SETS THAT ARE LITERALLY FALLING APART. SEQUELS CAN BE MADE 
AD NAUSEAM FOR THE BIGGEST HITS OF THE SHOW.

WWITH AN ENSEMBLE CAST LIKE AMERICAN HORROR STORY, ACTORS WILL FILL DIFFERENT ROLES EACH EPISODE AND 
REPRISE THEIR ROLE IF THE EPISODE HAS A SEQUEL. THIS LEAVES ROOM FOR DROP-IN CELEBRITIES TO PLAY MEATY, 
ONE-OFF ROLES AND FURTHER PROMOTE THE SERIES. L.A. NIGHTS WILL ALSO TAP INTO THE GROWING SYNTHWAVE 
MUSIC COMMUNITY FOR CINEMATIC SCORING AND COLLABORATIONS. THINK OF “THE MOUNTAIN” BY GUNSHIP OR 
“TOTAL CONTROL” BY MEGA DRIVE.

L.A. NIGHTS GIVES YOU THAT NOSTALGIC FEELING FROM THE 1980S, AND WHY IN 2017 THAT FEELING NEEDS TO BE 
PUT IN CHECK.



DA LOBSTA

BARNACLE BOB’S SERVES THE FINEST IN SEAFOOD CUISINE: TILAPIA, SHRIMP, AND SEXUAL DEGENERATE CRABS. BUT 
THE FAVORITE ON THE MENU IS LOBSTER. FRANK, THE HERO OF THE LOBSTER PEOPLE, AWAITS HIS FATE IN THE 
LOBSTER TANK OF THE RESTAURANT. BUT WHEN RADIOACTIVE MUSCLE MILK IS HOOKED UP TO THE LOBSTER WATER, 
FRANK BREAKS FREE AND GOES ON A KILLING SPREE, DISPATCHING THE PATRONS THE SAME WAY THEY DISPATCHED HIS 
PEOPLE. CAN A DISGRACED HOSTAGE NEGOTIATOR TALK FRANK DOWN, OR ARE THE HOSTAGES IN HOT WATER?

MMY CRAZY SUMMER VACATION

THREE HORN-DOG HIGH SCHOOL SENIOR BOYS FIND THE PERFECT OPPORTUNITY TO SPY ON THE GIRLS’ LOCKER 
ROOM, AND NOW THEY’RE GOING TO PRISON. TAD, RONNY, AND BART ARE TOO COOL FOR SCHOOL, FLASHING 
HANG-TENS WITH WORDS LIKE “RADICAL”, “TUBULAR” AND “AESTHETICIAN” IN SCOTT PILGRIM-STYLE 
CHYRON. BUT ONCE THEY FIND A PEEP-HOLE INTO THE GIRLS’ LOCKER ROOM, THINGS CHANGE FOR THE BOYS. NOW 
THEY’RE ON THE RUN FROM THE FBI. TAD AND HIS BUDDIES CAN GO TO JAIL AND FACE THE CONSEQUENCES, OR 
TOTALLY THELMA AND LOUISE IT OFF A CLIFF IN A VAN WITH ONE LAST “RADICAL” CHYRON-ING BEHIND THEM.

NNIGHT DRIVER (WHO ALSO DRIVES DURING THE DAY)

JOHN LIEBOWICZ, A WHITE, POLISH NYPD COP (PLAYED BY KUMAIL NANJIANI) IS JOKING AROUND WITH HIS WHITE 
COP BUDDIES ABOUT HIS RECENT DRUG BUST, WHEN HE GETS A CALL: HIS BIG BEAUTIFUL WIFE WAS KILLED BY THE 
COLOMBIAN DRUG LORD AIAWATE (PLAYED BY FRED WILLARD). NOW JOHN IS A RENEGADE COP, HELL-BENT ON 
REVENGE. COLOMBIA IS A LONG WAY AWAY FROM NYC. JOHN WILL STOP AT NOTHING TO EXACT HIS REVENGE, EVEN 
IF IT MEANS DRINVG ALL NIGHT (AND ALL DAY). LIKE, YOU COULD CALL HIM THE TWENTY-FOUR HOUR DRIVER, BUT 
THAT DOESN’T HAVE A RING TO IT. FEEL THE ACTION, EXCITEMENT, AND TIME PASS WITH NIGHT DRIVER 
(W(WHO ALSO DRIVES DURING THE DAY).

AXE BOYFRIEND

CHUCK AND TAMMI’S 1982 WEDDING WAS MAGICAL, BUT THEIR SHITHEAD SON RECORDED OVER THEIR WEDDING TAPE 
WITH THE SLASHER FILM, AXE BOYFRIEND! DETECTIVE MARCUS JONES AND HIS PARTNER VICTOR GARCIA MUST 
GET A HANDLE ON THIS HUMAN DEFORESTATION BEFORE THE TAPE CUTS BACK TO CHUCK AND TAMMI’S FIRST DANCE 
TO THEIR SONG “UP WHERE WE BELONG”, WHERE THEY WHISPERED THEY WOULD LOVE EACH OTHER FOREVER. 
BBUT WHO’S THIS MYSTERY GUEST AT THEIR WEDDING? WORLDS COLLIDE AS CHUCK AND TAMMI’S WEDDING SLOWLY 
MERGES WITH THE SLASHER FLICK, AND NOW THE AXE-CRAZED SERIAL KILLER IS AT THEIR WEDDING! WILL THIS HAPPY 
UNION BE SPLIT, OR WILL THE DETECTIVE SHOW UP TO SAVE THE DAY?

AXE BOYFRIEND II: CHIP OFF THE OLD BLOCK

TTWELVE YEARS HAVE PASSED SINCE THE INCIDENT WHERE CHUCK AND TAMMI’S SHITHEAD SON, TIMMY, MURDERED 
THEM BOTH AND WAS SENT TO AN INSTITUTION. DEEMED REHABILITATED, HE’S RE-ENTERED SOCIETY - AND THE WORLD 
OF DATING. BUT WHEN HIS GIRLFRIEND OF TWO WEEKS DUMPS HIM, IT STIRS SOMETHING DEEP INSIDE HIM THAT HE’S 
LONG REPRESSED: THE DESIRE TO KILL VIA AXE. DETECTIVE MARCUS JONES MUST COME OUT OF RETIREMENT AND 
SOLVE A WHOLE NEW GENERATION OF MURDERS, BUT IS HE NEXT ON THE CHOPPING BLOCK?







Like Murderer, Like Son
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

INT. BARNACLE BOB’S RESTAURANT - EVENING

Barnacle Bob’s is a Red Lobster knockoff, but a little more 
dingy than that. Taxidemy fish line the walls, but time and 
childrens’ hands have worn them down: a swordfish without a 
nose, half of a salmon, and a shark with no teeth.

The booths are red vinyl, and most of them have holes where 
the stuffing is coming out. Despite this, Barnacle Bob’s has 
some regulars.

The WAITER (a snooty prim and proper one, who thinks Barnacle 
Bob’s is a 5-star restaurant) glides along his route to 
various tables. He stops at a table with a Disgusting, 
overweight couple (GARY & LILITH) dressed in the worst 
attire: a Ron Jon T-shirt and a Minnie Mouse sweatshirt. They 
gnaw on the carapace of a sexual degenerate King Crab, look 
up at the Waiter and nod approvingly.

The Waiter moves to another table of jowl patrons (SUSAN & 
SETH) - long faces like Droopy Dog with the same tired 
expression. They are dressed in khaki shorts and pastel 
polos. They chew on the flesh of shrimp and other mollusks. 
ECU as they sloppily chew their food, sometimes a little bit 
falls out. The sound is disgusting and smacking.

The Waiter makes his way to the head table, where five large 
IMPORTANT PATRONS sit in matching Hawaiian shirts. The Waiter 
addresses ED, the leader.

WAITER
And what will we be dining on this 
evening, sir?

ED
We’ll have your finest Maine 
Lobsters! Make ‘em nice and juicy, 
cause I wanna crack ‘em! HUCK HUCK 
HUCK!

Ed pulls out his custom-engraved, ivory-handle lobster 
crackers.

WAITER
Right away, sir.

The Waiter skirts back to the kitchen.

CUT TO:
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INT. BARNACLE BOB’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

A stove full of boiling pots and pans sits to the right of 
CHEF GULON, dressed in a Chef’s hat and a stained Chef’s 
apron. He is portly and unshaven, with smoker’s teeth and 
yellow eyes. He chops away at oysters, splitting them in two 
with an oversized butcher’s cleaver. The Waiter enters 
through the porthole steel door.

WAITER
Chef Gulon, we have our esteemed 
guests, Ed Harrison and the Deacon 
Club!  We need five lobsters, post 
haste!

Chef Gulon turns around with a greasy smile on his face.

GULON
Oh how I love it when business is 
good! Johnny, I’m so happy I could 
sing! OHHHHHHHH -

WAITER
No one wants that, Chef. Just the 
lobsters.

GULON
Ah, one day you’re going to hear me 
sing, and it’s going to be 
beautiful!

WAITER
I would rather suicide myself.

The Waiter exits. Gulon mutters to himself as he goes back to 
chopping. We follow the Waiter back out to the Restaurant, 
but stop short at the Lobster Tank sitting at the entrance to 
the seating area.

CUT TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - LOBSTER WORLD

An underwater world of a depressing, albeit clean Lobster 
Tank with twelve lobsters crawling over each other in a 
writhing mass. The largest Lobster, FRANK, sits in the 
opposite corner with his betrothed and most beautiful of the 
lobsters, TINA. All the Lobsters speak in subtitles.

Frank looks out at the carnage outside of the tank.
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FRANK
Look at them. The barbarians, 
cracking our exterior and eating 
our flesh. If it weren’t for their 
size, I would crush them in my 
claw.

Frank snaps his claw, restrained by rubber bands.

TINA
Frank, honey, it’s alright. As long 
as we stay at the bottom of the 
pile, they can’t get to us.

FRANK
But to live in fear of our 
oppressors? This is no life at all 
behind these four walls, where we 
can see our fate before us. We must 
find a way out of this prison, and 
liberate our people.

LARRY, a smaller grey Lobster speaks up.

LARRY
Do not worry Frank, we will keep 
you safe. If it wasn’t for you, 
more of our people would have been 
caught in that infernal wooden 
trap. Many live because of you, and 
we will not forget that. Besides, 
it seems these monsters are just as 
hungry for those sexual degenerate 
crabs as well.

CUT TO:

INT. SEXUAL DEGENERATE CRAB TANK - CRAB WORLD

Crabs scurry about around the Crab Tank, snapping at each 
other. One KING CRAB shakes his claw at the glass, across to 
the Lobster Tank. He curses in French, with the translation 
subtitled:

KING CRAB
Je tuerai toute ta famille! Je suis 
un pervers sexuel! Je vais baiser 
votre crâne!
(I’ll kill all your family! I’m a 
sex pervert! I’ll kiss your skull!)

The patrons can all hear the crabs cursing in French. Gary of 
the disgusting couple speaks up.
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GARY
Ugh, can someone shut those sexual 
degenerate crabs up?!

CUT BACK TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - LOBSTER WORLD

All the Lobsters glare with their beady little eyes toward 
the Sexual Degenerate Crab Tank.

TINA
I love you, Frank. And we will be 
together, both in this hell world, 
and in the next. As the Lobster God 
wills it.

FRANK
I love you too, Tina. As the 
Lobster God wills it.

Both Tina and Frank scuttle closer together. Their antennae 
touch. Frank and Tina drift to sleep.

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. THE SEABED - FRANK’S DREAM

Frank and Tina are strolling along the seabed, claw in claw.  
They play with the bubbles coming up from a crack in the 
ocean floor, popping them with their claws. Their antennae 
touch and a large bubble comes up in the shape of a heart.

CUT TO:

EXT. SEABED ROCKY CREVASSE - FRANK’S DREAM

Frank swims around looking for Tina. He looks into one of the 
darkened crags. Tina pops out and surprises him. He falls off 
and lands on his back.  His million legs kicking trying to 
get up. Tina puts a claw over her mouth and giggles.

CUT TO:

INT. SEABED FANCY RESTAURANT - FRANK’S DREAM

Frank and Tina are seated at a posh French Bistro underwater.  
A little Lobster in a Waiter’s outfit presents a silver 
dining platter and lifts the cloche, presenting some caviar. 
The Lobster Waiter presents some lobster champagne and cuts 
the top of the bottle as a flurry of bubbles expel. Tina and 
Frank pop them just like on the seabed before.

CUT TO:
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INT. SEABED FANCY HOTEL ROOM - FRANK’S DREAM

The honeymoon suite. A little bottle of lobster champagne is 
on an end table. An overhead shot of the king-size lobster 
bed. Tina lays down, facing up. Frank crawls on top of her.  
He begins humping Tina, so much so the bed shakes. We watch 
lobster sex for an awkward amount of time.

CUT TO:

INT. SEABED HOSPITAL ROOM - FRANK’S DREAM

Tina is on a hospital gurney, clutching Frank’s claw. DOCTOR 
LOBSTER is dressed in scrubs and a little lobster face mask.

DOCTOR LOBSTER
Okay Tina, push! Push!

TINA
Ahhhhhh!

Tina farts out thousands of lobster larvae that look like 
dust going everywhere (because it’s underwater). The water 
becomes murky with them.

FRANK
I’m a father, I’m a father!

CUT TO:

EXT. SEABED - FRANK’S DREAM

Tina and Frank spin around in glee, clutching each other’s 
claws. The mood begins to shift, as everything becomes 
darker. There are subsonic thuds like depth charges shaking 
them. Tina, in a panic, screams:

TINA
Wake up, Frank! Wake up Frank!

Frank’s dream slowly dissipates and he’s back in-

CUT TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - LOBSTER WORLD - PRESENT

Tina is still clutching on to Frank. The water shakes and 
thuds with the lifting of the tank lid.

TINA
Frank, it’s time!

Frank and Tina hurry to the pile of lobsters on the other 
side of the tank.
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STAN, a medium-sized lobster, calls to them from the top of 
the pile.

STAN
Hurry, sir! Get to the bottom! Get 
too the bottom of the pile! We will 
protect you!

Abruptly, A GIANT HAND reaches in and Stan is lifted to the 
heavens.

STAN (CONT’D)
No, no! Oh my Lobster God, it’s 
happening! I’m ascending! I commend 
my body to the Lobster God! Ahhhh!

Lobsters scream and begin to form the a more hardened shelter 
for Tina and Frank.

LARRY
Don’t worry Frank, we will protect 
you! They can’t take all of us!

Frank and Tina scurry to the bottom of the pile. The other 
Lobsters move around to further obscure the two.

Soundtrack: “Another Chance” by Lazerhawk.
Ominous, dark synth with a pulsing beat that feels like it’s 
underscoring a horror movie.

Frank and Tina look forward with blank stares as more and 
more of their people are taken from the tank. After a short 
while, only Tina and Frank are left.

One final hand reaches in for Frank. Tina crawls on top of 
him, sacrificing herself. The hand begins to lift Tina. Frank 
lifts his claw to hold onto Tina’s claw.

TINA
Goodbye, my love! Think of me 
always! As the Lobster God wills 
it!

FRANK
Tina, no! I’ll never let go!

There is a moment of struggle before Tina is ripped from 
Frank. Frank crawls to the glass wall, and frantically 
watches where his friends are being taken.  

CUT TO:
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INT. BARNACLE BOB’S KITCHEN

Chef Gulon takes a lobster and splits it hotdog-style in 
half. He is overjoyed. The lobster sprays its fluids all over 
the butcher table. You can almost hear a faint scream.

GULON
Ah! Business is booming! Oh, I 
could sing -

The Waiter bursts through the door at the sound.

WAITER
STOP!

They freeze for two beats. On the third, the Waiter slips out 
the door. Chef Gulon sighs and continues to peel apart the 
lobster violently. Its meat oozes out of its halves.

CUT TO:

INT. BOB’S BARNACLE RESTAURANT - MOMENTS LATER

Frank’s eyes focus on Larry being served up to the disgusting 
couple, Gary and Lilith. The Waiter opens the steam dish and 
Larry is now a bright red, still steaming. Gary grabs the 
tail and Lilith the claws; they yank the lobster clean in 
half.

GARY
What did you wish for?

LILITH
I already got it; lobster!

They voraciously tear into their halves of lobster while gut-
chuckling.

Frank turns his gaze to the Jowl patrons, Susan and Seth. 
They have cracked open another lobster and are scooping out 
his meat. Seth slams it into a butter dish and sloppily 
chews. Susan sucks the meat out of the lobster’s tail. ECU as 
they mash their food with their droopy jaws, bits of flesh 
fall out, mirroring their introduction.

SUSAN
(like a cavewoman)

Mmm, good.

SETH
(like a caveman)

Good, good.
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Finally, Frank’s eyes meet the head table where Ed and his 
friends are sitting. The Waiter brings another silver platter 
out and serves Tina to Ed. Ed takes his time, salivating over 
Tina. He takes out his custom-engraved claw crackers and 
holds them to the sky. He picks up Tina’s claw, and begins to 
press down.

CUT TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - CONTINUOUS

Loud and gut-wrenching cracking of Tina’s claw is heard. Her 
arm is ripped from its socket. ECU of Frank’s black, beady 
eyes. The horror is reflected in his eyes. Frank’s body 
buckles with his screaming lament:

FRANK
NOOO!

CUT TO:

INT. SEXUAL DEGENERATE CRAB TANK - CONTINUOUS

The Crabs all scurry and delight that the Lobsters are being 
eaten. An orgy of crabs is at the corner of the tank, all of 
them humping with their little crab bodies against one 
another. Some against the tank wall. They laugh.

KING CRAB
Ho ho ho ho ho ho ho!
(ha ha ha ha ha ha ha!)

BACK TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - CONTINUOUS

The camera slowly tracks in on Frank from behind the glass. 
The whole world begins to tint red with Frank’s anger. At the 
climax -

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. SEEDY CLAM BAR DOWNTOWN - NIGHT

A dive bar with no morals. The bar is dim with the exception 
of the glow from the green neon sign out front. MIKE, a 
grizzled 40-something Commissioner Gordon type who looks like 
he hasn’t shaven in weeks, sits at the end of the bar. Empty 
shot glasses and tumblers surround him. He sulks in his 
trench coat.
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MIKE
Hey Bartender, how about another 
one, huh?

The Bartender saddles over and takes away Mike’s empties.

BARTENDER
I think you’ve had enough there, 
buddy.

MIKE
So maybe I have. What’s one more?

BARTENDER
Alright, but this is your last one, 
I’m telling you.

The Bartender saunters away. Mike gives a salty grin.

MIKE
(to himself)

Still got it.

The Bartender returns with a tumbler full of whiskey.

BARTENDER
Alright, after this you gotta hit 
the road.

MIKE
Much thanks.

Mike stands up and downs the shot. He staggers out the front 
entrance. TWO GOONS follow shortly after Mike exits.

CUT TO:

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Mike drunkenly staggers down the alley. Broken bottles litter 
the sides, a dumpster sits overflowing to the right of him. 
The Two Goons enter the alley and whip out switchblades.

GOON 1
Hey man! Looks like you’re on our 
turf now!

Mike turns around.

MIKE
Is that so?

L.A. NIGHTS - "Da Lobsta" I/9.



GOON 2
Yeah, and you gotta pay our toll if 
you wanna use our alley!

The Two Goons move closer to him.

MIKE
I wouldn’t come any closer.

GOON 1
And why’s that.

MIKE
I don’t want to get any blood on my 
coat.

Mike produces a snub-nosed revolver.

GOON 2
Hey man, we were just kidding!

GOON 1
Yeah, use our alley any time you 
like!

The Two Goons scatter out of the alley.

MIKE
(to himself)

Still got it.

He pulls the trigger three times. The gun clicks, revealing 
there’s no bullets loaded. He wanders further down the alley.

CUT TO:

EXT. GALWAY ARMS HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

An equally seedy hotel with a single overhead light dimly 
lighting the stairs leading to the front door. Mike staggers 
with his hand on the wall, guiding himself. He opens the 
front door and disappears inside.

CUT TO:
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INT. BOB’S BARNACLE RESTAURANT - AFTER HOURS

CHEF GULON comes from the kitchen door and stretches after a 
long day’s work. He approaches the Lobster Tank and addresses 
Frank.

GULON
Oh my, you certainly are a lucky 
devil, Lobster! But don’t worry, 
you’ll be the first one served up 
tomorrow for our hungry guests!  
A ha ha ha!

The Waiter appears behind him.

WAITER
Who are you talking to?

GULON
Just ... just the Lobster.

A beat.

WAITER
Go home, Gulon.

GULON
Yeah, sure.

CUT TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - LOBSTER WORLD

Frank paces about in his tank. His little legs scuttle him to 
the left and right of the tank.

FRANK
I must find a way--I must escape.  
I must make them all pay! Oh 
Lobster God, Tina. My beautiful 
Tina.

Brief shot of Tina’s cracked and scraped carapace in the 
garbage.

CUT TO:

INT. SEXUAL DEGENERATE CRAB TANK - SAME TIME

The Crabs scramble and clamor over each other, there are 
still plenty of them left at day’s end.
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KING CRAB
Vous n'échapperez jamais! Vous 
mourrez ici!
(You will never escape! You will 
die here!)

CUT TO:

INT. LOBSTER TANK - LOBSTER WORLD

The light grows faint in the tank as lights are shut off in 
the restaurant. Frank crawls to the corner of the tank and 
lays down, afraid. He covers his eyes with his claws.

FADE TO BLACK, 
THEN SMASH CUT 

TO:

EXT. BARNACLE BOB’S RESTAURANT BACK LOT - LATER

DANNY, a teenage thug with a backwards baseball cap, a little 
bit of scruff on his chin, and tank top, is hooking up a hose 
to a spigot on the side of the building labeled “Soda”.

Chef Gulon stands behind him, about to leave in his decadent 
silver Cadillac.

GULON
Now boy, make sure you hook those 
hoses up right! And make sure the 
lobster water is full! We got a big 
day tomorrow for a real special 
crustacean friend of mine!

Danny shrugs.

DANNY
Whatever man, I know how to do my 
job.

Chef Gulon speeds off. Danny hooks up another hose to a 
spigot labeled “Lobster Water”. He leaves the frame, 
revealing that he actually hooked up a tank labeled “Muscle 
Milk” with a Radioactive symbol below it.

CUT TO:
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INT. LOBSTER TANK

Soundtrack: “These Streets” by Lazerhawk.
A fast-paced sci-fi sequence that builds quickly.

The clear water slowly clouds up as the Muscle Milk pours 
into the tank. The tank becomes opaque with its cloudy milk 
of muscle. Frank begins to struggle and frantically move 
around the tank, bumping against the glass. Lightning flashes 
in the tank, before a blinding white light emanates from the 
tank. A silhouette of a claw in a rubber band presses against 
the glass. The claw struggles against the resistance of the 
rubber band, before breaking free. The tank explodes with 
water and glass shooting every direction.

BLACKOUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

INT. BOB’S BARNACLE RESTAURANT - THE NEXT NIGHT

LILY, a wiry, mousey hostess argues with The WAITER about the 
mess of broken glass and water all around what used to be the 
lobster tank.

LILY
Well what are we gonna do, huh?  
There’s water all over the floor, 
there’s glass everywhere, but what 
are we going to tell the guests? We 
have no Lobster!

WAITER
I’m handling it! I just hope we can 
survive this.

The Camera follows the Waiter as before. He goes past the 
GARY and LILITH who are banging their forks and chanting:

GARY & LILITH
We want lobster! We want lobster!

The Waiter makes nervous eye contact with them. He approaches 
SUSAN & SETH who are similarly chanting:

SUSAN & SETH
(Droopy Dog style)

We want lobster! We want lobster!

The Waiter slides to Ed’s table, the same guests seated with 
him. Ed is especially angry, cracking crab legs and sucking 
the meat right out of the legs.

ED
It’s not the same! I want my 
lobster! I want my Maine lobster! 
Not these sexual degenerate crabs!

He throws a crab leg across the room.

WAITER
I’m terribly sorry sir, I’ll go and 
check on your lobster right away!

The Waiter leaves with a sigh. He opens the door to the 
kitchen.

CUT TO:
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INT. BARNACLE BOB’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

CHEF GULON paces back and forth; his pots are boiling but 
there’s nothing in them.

GULON
What am I going to do, what am I 
going to do?

WAITER
Chef Gulon, we have to serve the 
guests something!

GULON
Think think think ... okay, here, 
mark the crab down and really push 
the crab. If anyone asks, we’re 
getting more lobster in next week.

WAITER
Yes, Chef!

The Waiter exits. Chef Gulon folds his arms like he’s the 
smartest man in the world. The Waiter immediately re-enters 
with his outfit disheveled.

WAITER (CONT’D)
Chef, it’s no good! The guests 
won’t accept the crab! You had 
better think of something quick!

The Waiter exits. Gulon broods. A single spotlight comes on 
him as he’s about to sing.

GULON
What am I to do? A poor little Chef 
like meeeeee -

The Waiter bursts through the door again.

WAITER
Hey! Knock it off and figure it 
out!

Again, they freeze for two beats, on the third the Waiter 
exits.

GULON
Ugh, if only I could find that 
lobster. He was the biggest of them 
all! He could easily feed a whole 
table. I had a pot all ready for 
him.
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Gulon inspects the pot. He’s pushed from behind by a sudden 
force that knocks him into the pot of boiling water. His face 
emerges blistered and blinded. He throws his head back and 
yells with the most beautiful operatic note:

GULON (CONT’D)
OHHHHHHHHHHH! Who did that?! I’ll 
kill you, I’ll kill you!

He moves closer to the island in the center of the kitchen.  
SUPER FRANK, a larger-than-normal lobster (about the size of 
a six-year-old boy) waits beneath. He clips Gulon’s ACL with 
his giant, razor-sharp claw. Gulon crashes to the floor. 
SUPER Frank emerges from the island and crawls toward Gulon. 
Crash zoom on Gulon’s scream:

GULON (CONT’D)
(in a beautiful opera 
voice)

NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

CUT TO:

INT. BARNACLE BOB’S KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

The Waiter re-enters, more frazzled than before.

WAITER
Chef? Chef? Where did he go? Hmm, 
something sure smells good though.  
Maybe he figured something out.

The Waiter approaches the boiling pot that Gulon has on the 
burner. He lifts the lid to reveal a bloody stew, with 
Gulon’s foot sticking out of the waterline.

WAITER (CONT’D)
Oh my God, the--no!

The Waiter takes a few steps back in horror. He runs for the 
door. We see an insert of Super Frank’s claw throw a knife. 
The Waiter stops abruptly, eyes wide. He turns around to 
reveal a knife in the back. He falls to the ground, out of 
frame, revealing Super Frank on top of the island with a 
kitchen knife in his other claw.

CUT TO:
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INT. BARNACLE BOB’S RESTAURANT - KILLING TIME

The Restaurant-goers are getting anxious. The empty legs of 
sexual degenerate crabs clutter each table. The jowl patrons 
SUSAN & SETH look around from their booth. Susan shouts:

SUSAN
Where is the Waiter? This place has 
really gone downhill.

Super Frank pops up from below the table opposite the couple 
with two fresh cut lemons in each claw.

SUPER FRANK
Death is served!

Super Frank squeezes the lemons, shooting a stronger-than-
expected stream of lemon juice that goes right into the Susan 
& Seth’s eyes. They clutch their eyes that begin to smoke as 
if acid has been poured in their faces. They struggle in 
their seats before collapsing on the table, the smoke still 
rising.

The disgusting Gary & Lilith are more irate.

GARY
I can’t believe this! We haven’t 
received a fresh basket of biscuits 
in over ten minutes! I’m tempted to 
complain to the Chef!

Super Frank falls from the ceiling, right onto the table.

SUPER FRANK
But how will you complain if you 
are unable ... to speak?

GARY
Huh??!

Super Frank takes a clam fork and jams it into Gary’s throat.  
Super Frank pulls the fork out, with Gary’s trachea attached.

GARY (CONT’D)
(gasping)

Aggh, Aghhh!

LILITH
Oh my God, Gary!

Super Frank pops into frame with Lilith:

SUPER FRANK
Got your nose.
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Super Frank clips Janet’s nose off with his claw. She screams 
in horror as blood pours from her clasped hands over where 
her nose used to be. She runs screaming around the 
restaurant, leaving a trail of blood.

We follow the nose as it flips in the air right into-

INT. SEXUAL DEGENERATE CRAB TANK

The nose flops in the water. Immediately the crabs swarm it 
and begin humping the nose.

KING CRAB 
Oui oui! Mon doux petit nez, je 
vais vous battre avec ma grosse 
queue de crabe! Nez! Nez! Nez!
(Yes, Yes! My sweet little nose, 
I'm going to pound you with my big 
crab dick! Nose! Nose! Nose!)

CUT TO:

INT. BARNACLE BOB’S RESTAURANT - ED’S TABLE

The head table is getting nervous. Ed and the others look 
around for a way out. TAD tries to leave first, but is 
greeted with a slap in the face by a giant sea bass fish.  
The force drives his head into the wall and splatters his 
brains all over it. His headless body slowly slides down, 
creating a trail of blood on the wall.

Ed leaps from the booth.

ED
I’m getting outta here!

Ed begins to run for the exit, but he’s clipped by a serving 
cart at the legs. He falls backwards onto the cart, his arms 
and legs sticking out. Super Frank takes Ed’s custom-engraved 
claw crackers and puts it around Ed’s left hand. Super Frank 
slowly closes the crackers as Ed screams in pain. The 
sickening sound of bones cracking increases as Super Frank 
closes the crackers even further.

ED (CONT’D)
Arrgghh! Oh God my hand! My hand!

SUPER FRANK
Don’t worry Ed, I’ve got special 
plans for you.

Super Frank stuffs Ed’s mouth with a cheddar biscuit as a 
gag.
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BOBBY, the final member of Ed’s party, sits alone in the 
booth, paralyzed by fear. Super Frank sneaks behind him and 
puts the claw crackers around Bobby’s neck. Bobby struggles 
as he’s garrotted, but it’s futile.

SUPER FRANK (CONT’D)
This is for my people!

Bobby’s face becomes purple as he struggles to breathe. His 
eyes bulge and his head completely pops off from the 
pressure. A fountain of blood sprays from his neck hole.

POV of Ed as he looks up from the serving tray to see Bobby’s 
body gushing blood all over the booth. He blacks out.

CUT TO:

INT. BARNACLE BOB’S FRONT ENTRANCE

LILY rushes to a touch tone phone on the wall. She 
frantically dials 911.

LILY
Hello, 911? I’m at Barnacle Bob’s, 
something is killing everyone!  
Send the SWAT team, send everyone 
you have! There’s still people 
inside, you have to hurry!

Frank snips the phone cord with his claw as Lily continues.

LILY (CONT’D)
Hello? Hello? Are you there?

Lily looks down at her feet and sees Super Frank, who waves a 
claw.

LILY (CONT’D)
Ahhhhh!

Super Frank leaps up and eclipses the frame.

CUT TO:

INT. GALWAY ARMS HOTEL ROOM - SAME NIGHT

The busy nightlife of the city pulses and flashes through the 
dingy hotel window, bathing the room in various neon colors.

The silhouette of MIKE lies in the bed with no covers. He 
stares at the ceiling.

The jangle of the hotel phone doesn’t phase Mike. He reaches 
over and picks it up without getting up.

L.A. NIGHTS - "Da Lobsta" II/19.



MIKE
Yeah?

The tinny sound of GERRITY, a stern Police Chief is on the 
other line. He crackles through the phone.

GERRITY (PHONE)
Mike, it’s Gerrity. Look we got a 
hostage situation down here.

Mike sits up in the bed. He looks out the window with glass 
eyes that reflect the neon nightlife.

MIKE
I don’t do that no more.

GERRITY (PHONE)
I know, and believe me, if I could 
find someone else I would. You 
gotta do it, Mike.

Mike looks down, remembering what happened the last time. 
Voices begin to echo in his head.

BABY MURDERER (V.O.)
What was that? You trying to mess 
with me?

MIKE (V.O.)
Whoa, just take it easy-

BABY MURDERER (V.O.)
-WRONG ANSWER, COP!!

The sound of babies crying and machine gunfire echoes. Mike 
winces at remembering it. He pauses for a moment. He probes 
the night stand for a pack of cigarettes and a flip lighter. 
He lights a cigarette and lets the smoke rise for a moment 
before inhaling.

GERRITY (PHONE)
Come on, Mike. There are people 
inside.

Mike looks coldly out the window with the cigarette dangling 
on his lower lip.

GERRITY (PHONE) (CONT’D)
Mike? Mike, more people will die. I 
never thought I’d say this, but--we 
need you, Mike.

Mike takes one last drag off the cigarette before 
extinguishing it in the ashtray on the night stand.

L.A. NIGHTS - "Da Lobsta" II/20.



MIKE
(composing himself)

Alright, I’ll be there in ten. Get 
some coffee ready-

Mike stands up and throws on a trench coat.

MIKE (CONT’D)
- It’s going to be a long night.

CUT TO:

INT. BOB’S BARNACLE KITCHEN - LATER

Ed comes to, seated in a chair in the middle of the kitchen.  
A vat of melted butter is dropped on his head. It oozes down 
his body as he sputters. The pot of butter clangs to the 
floor.

Super Frank crawls onto the table in front of Ed. In his 
right claw, he holds a lit match. Below it is a pile of oily 
rags.

SUPER FRANK
Hello Ed. We’re going to play a 
little game. I’m going to light 
this room and fire, and all you 
have to do is open the door to 
escape.

ED
Please, why are you doing this?  
Why are you doing this?!

SUPER FRANK
Because you ate my wife, Ed.

ED
No. No, no, no, no, please!

SUPER FRANK
Good luck, Ed.

Frank drops the match, and the room ignites. Super Frank 
scuttles to the open door and closes it behind him.

Ed gets up and immediately slips and falls. He struggles to 
gain his footing, using the chair for support. He slides 
across the kitchen to the door. He uses his only good hand, 
and fumbles with the doorknob. The flames grow, engulfing the 
back wall. He looks behind him at his impending doom.
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ED
Damn you, lobster. Damn you 
lobster! DAMN YOU TO HELL! LOBSTER, 
DAMN YOU! Ahhhhhhhh!

CUT TO:

INT. BARNACLE BOB’S RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

The muffled screams of Ed being burned alive fill the 
background. The kitchen door holds back the smoke. Super 
Frank goes to the entrance, a set of double doors with 
doorknobs. He places a rubber band over the doorknobs, 
binding them together.

He turns to face the aftermath of his work. The rest of the 
patrons cower, stained in blood of all the previous victims.

SUPER FRANK
To those of you who were spared, 
get comfortable. It’s going to be a 
long night. But first -

Super Frank scuttles to the Sexual Degenerate Crab Tank. He 
climbs up to the top of the tank as the crabs curse him:

EXT. SEXUAL DEGENERATE CRAB TANK

The sexual degenerate crabs nervously scuttle, trying to snap 
at Super Frank, who is on the other side of the glass. They 
curse him as he makes his ascent.

CRABS
Vous êtes porcs! Je vais te voir en 
enfer! Non! Non! Nooooon!
(You are pigs! I’ll see you in 
hell! No, No, NooooO!)

Super Frank turns up the thermostat with his claw. The tank 
begins to bubble, and the crabs are cooked alive. He climbs 
down, and while walking away from the tank:

SUPER FRANK
Sexual Degenerates.

BLACKOUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

FADE IN:

EXT. BARNACLE BOB’S FRONT PARKING LOT - EVENING

Tens of cop cars and SWAT vans circle the parking lot, 
forming a perimeter. There’s a commotion of uniformed police 
officers and SWAT members scrambling to their positions.  
Officers post up on the hoods of the police cars with guns 
drawn. The SWAT teams get into position on either side of the 
restaurant.

Black smoke billows from the kitchen vents. The fire still 
rages inside.

The Chief of Police, a sharply-dressed, stiff, white-
mustached GERRITY steps out in front of the perimeter with a 
bullhorn:

GERRITY
Alright, listen! We’ve got a 
negotiator coming to talk to you.  
Hear him out.

MIKE staggers onto the scene and steps up to take the 
bullhorn from Gerrity.

GERRITY (CONT’D)
Alright Mike, you’re up. There’s 
signs of a fire coming from the 
kitchen, so we don’t have a lot of 
time before we have to send in 
SWAT. Try not to lose too many 
hostages on this one, huh?

MIKE
Thanks for the vote of confidence, 
Gerrity.

(through the bullhorn)
Alright in there, let the hostages 
go. It doesn’t have to be like 
this.

Lily emerges from the front door with Super Frank on her 
back.  A claw is gripped around Lily’s neck.

SUPER FRANK
Go back to your donut shops, pigs!  
Ain’t nobody getting out of here 
alive!
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LILY
Please don’t make him mad, he’ll do 
it! He’s already killed seven 
people!

MIKE
Look, we got a lot of people in 
there, and the fire’s getting 
bigger. You don’t want to let all 
these people-

SUPER FRANK
COOK? I’m familiar with the term. 
Your people have boiled how many of 
my people? I’d say it’s ironic 
justice.

MIKE
Actually, I would call it a paradox 
really.

SUPER FRANK
No, because it’s an event that I 
find amusing! IRONY!

MIKE
Alright, come on, Mr. ... Uh, 
Lobster. Surely you have something 
to live for.

SUPER FRANK
No! They took everything from me!  
They ate my people, they ate my 
wife ... oh Great Lobster God, Tina 
...

MIKE
Look, I know it hurts. Human God 
knows I live with every negotiation 
that went wrong.

Mike gets off the bullhorn and ponders. We faintly hear the 
exchange of his failed hostage situation. He closes his eyes.

CUT TO:
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INT. HOSPITAL, PRENATAL WING - FLASHBACK

The prenatal wing has soft, yellow walls lining the room. A 
giant painted cartoon rabbit on the wall looks down on the 
three rows of newborn infants in their plastic cribs. Each 
baby has a name tag, clothed in either a pastel blue or pink 
onesie, depedning on the gender. Some of the fluorescent 
lights flicker - the result of gunfire.

Mike slowly steps toward the BABY MURDERER, a deranged scuzz-
punk with a mohawk and armed with an Uzi. He wildly swings 
the gun around. Babies coo around him, which only makes him 
angrier.

BABY MURDERER
You can’t stop me! I’m going to 
shoot all these babies!

MIKE
Come on, they’re just babies.

BABY MURDERER
That’s the point! I hate their soft 
skin, their laugh, their whining!  
I’ll do it, I swear.

An infant coos and wakes up. Other babies start cooing and 
making baby noises.

BABY MURDERER (CONT’D)
Shut up, shut up! You don’t know 
how hard it is, OUT THERE!

He points the gun two inches from a baby’s face in her crib. 
The baby reaches up and grabs the barrel of the Uzi with her 
weak little baby hand. Baby Murderer wrenches the gun away.

BABY MURDERER (CONT’D)
What was that? You trying to mess 
with me?

MIKE
Come on

(squints at the name on 
the crib)

Heather, don’t try to be a hero.

BABY MURDERER
They’re all dead, COP! You can’t 
stop me, this is it!
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MIKE
Look, why don’t you just put the 
gun down and we can talk about 
this.

The Baby Murderer thinks about it, and starts to set the Uzi 
down.

MIKE (CONT’D)
There we go. See, that wasn’t so 
hard.

BABY MURDERER
Yeah, maybe I was wrong.

MIKE
We were all babies once.

BABY MURDERER
--What?

MIKE
I mean, you were a baby, I was a 
baby.

BABY MURDERER
No--no, that can’t be true! That’s 
LIES!

Baby Murderer picks up the Uzi from the ground. Mike puts his 
hands up.

MIKE
Whoa, just take it easy-

BABY MURDERER
-WRONG ANSWER, COP!

The Baby Murderer opens up on all the babies. The babies turn 
from coos to crying at the loud noise. No babies are actually 
seen getting murdered.

MIKE
NOOOOOOOOO!

The Baby Murderer laughs wildly, still firing. The flashes 
illuminating his face. A gunshot that isn’t from the Uzi 
echoes through the gunfire. The Baby Murderer’s eyes roll in 
the back of his head and he falls to the ground.

We pan to Mike, gun drawn and still smoking. He breathes 
heavy with shock.

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. BARNACLE BOB’S FRONT PARKING LOT - PRESENT

Mike continues his train of thought through the megaphone, as 
if he retold what just transpired. The whole police force and 
even Gerrity wipe away tears.

MIKE
People died because of me ... 
babies died. You could call them 
very small people. And it never 
gets easier. But you’ve gotta keep 
living. You have to surround 
yourself with people, make new 
friends, you get help.

SUPER FRANK
Your people ate my clan. Why would 
I want to surround myself with such 
savages?

MIKE
Look, I can’t vouch for the people 
in there. Hell, maybe some of ‘em 
deserved to die. But I can tell 
you, we ain’t all bad. And if you 
just fill your heart with hate, 
that’s all you’ll feel. You gotta 
get help. Because if you don’t, 
you’re just going to be alone in 
the past with all those demons. 
Search deep in your heart ... or if 
you even have a heart.  Maybe your 
thorax. Is that right? I don’t 
know. But I know you’ll find the 
truth.

Mike drops the bullhorn and walks toward Super Frank with 
arms outstretched.

GERRITY
Mike, what are you doing??

MIKE
Trust me, I know this is right.

Super Frank has a moment of reflection. His cold beady eyes 
soften as much as a lobster’s can. He hears Tina’s voice:

TINA (V.O.)
We will be together in this world 
and the next.  As the Lobster God 
wills it.
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Super Frank looks up to the night sky to see an apparition of 
Tina floating above.

SUPER FRANK
As the Lobster God wills it.

Super Frank’s grip on Lily’s throat loosens and she’s set 
free. She bolts for the police perimeter and disappears 
behind it. Mike approaches Super Frank, talking to him 
lobster-to-man.

MIKE
(to himself)

Still got it.
(to Frank)

You did the right thing.

CUT TO:

EXT. BARNACLE BOB’S PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER

The surviving Restaurant-goers are wrapped in blankets with 
styrofoam cups of coffee, recounting their tales to the 
crisis counselors. Firefighters move in and extinguish the 
remains of the back of the restaurant. Steam rises from the 
ashes. 

Two police officers bring out Super Frank, one on each claw.  
His claws are bound by two extra-strength rubber bands.

The police officers guide Super Frank to a bench in the back 
of a paddywagon. Mike comes up to the doors.

MIKE
Look, I know it doesn’t seem like 
it right now but you’ll move past 
this. You did the right thing.

SUPER FRANK
Thanks for showing me that humans 
aren’t all bad, Mike.

MIKE
Yeah, there’s still some good left 
in this world. Hey, look me up when 
you get out. Maybe one day we can 
look back on all this and laugh.

SUPER FRANK
I’d like that.

MIKE
Heck, I’ve always wanted to have a 
friend to go to the beach with.
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Mike laughs in that stupid, forced 1980s laugh. Super Frank 
slowly joins in. They find it way too hysterical. Both slowly 
come down from the laughter.

SUPER FRANK
Ha ha ha. Thanks for everything, 
Mike.

An OFFICER gets in the paddywagon on the bench opposite Super 
Frank. He closes the doors. 

CUT TO:

INT. PADDYWAGON- CONTINUOUS

Super Frank looks out the window as the paddywagon speeds 
off, slowly leaving Mike and the scene. Super Frank takes a 
moment before sitting back on the bench and facing the 
officer, who now has a gun drawn on him.

OFFICER
You are an abomination. You must be 
destroyed.

Super Frank sinks in his seat.

SUPER FRANK
As the Lobster God wills it.

The ghostly apparition of Tina appears again, this time more 
apparent as she floats above the two:

TINA
Frank, this isn’t how it ends.  
This isn’t your destiny. As the 
Lobster God wills it!

SUPER FRANK
(gaining strength)

AS THE LOBSTER GOD WILLS IT!

CUT TO:

EXT. MOVING PADDYWAGON - MOMENTS LATER

The paddywagon drives down the road. A flash and muffled 
sound from the gunshot shoots through the windows in the 
back. Afterward is a stark silence. The Camera slowly pulls 
back as the paddywagon continues its journey.

FADE TO BLACK.

END OF ACT THREE
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TAG

FADE IN:

EXT. LICKIN’ CHICKIN’ RESTAURANT BACK LOT - LATER THAT NIGHT

DRUMSTICK DAVE, a knockoff Colonel Sanders, stands in front 
of his racist truck (it is decorated by over-Patriotic bumper 
stickers and window decals - “THESE COLORS DON’T RUN” is 
scrawled across the rear window), impatiently tapping his 
foot. He berates the waterboy, whose identity is obscured 
because he’s hunched over. Two spigots are mounted on the 
wall, one for the “soda” and “chickin water”, both labeled 
above the respective spigots.

DRUMSTICK DAVE
Now boy, I say, boy, make sure you 
don’t cross them streams! It’s very 
important my chickens get their 
water.

The waterboy stands up and puts his baseball cap on backwards 
to reveal that it is the same DANNY.

DANNY
Whatever man, I know how to do my 
job.

DRUMSTICK DAVE
You had better, or else I’ll fry 
you up and serve you myself! This 
is Lickin’ Chickin’! We are the 
premiere establishment in this 
area!  Now get to it!

Drumstick Dave hops in his racist truck and speeds off.

DANNY
What a asshole.

Danny hooks up a hose to a spigot with the label above it: 
“Chickin’ Water”. He gets up and leaves the frame, revealing 
the tank he hooked up says “Mountain Dew BAJA BLAST” with a 
Radioactive symbol below it.

CUT TO:
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EXT. LICKIN’ CHICKIN’ FRONT PARKING LOT - LATER THAT NIGHT

The restaurant is similar to a KFC: white siding, cheap 
building with windows on all three of the front-facing walls.  
Quiet clucks are heard from inside the restaurant. Suddenly, 
green flashes emanate from the windows, the sound of searing 
lightning coming from inside. The clucking becomes more 
panicked and quickened. Without warning, the green light 
bursts through the windows into sharp beams as we hear a 
demonic:

SUPER CHICKIN
BUCK-CAW!

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF SHOW

L.A. NIGHTS - "Da Lobsta" TAG/31.


